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Was Patagonia Neutral P By Ellis Parker Butler 
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Making a Dollar Go Some 











A Tribute From France 




















The regular 
price of these 
art prints is 
twenty-five 


cents a copy. 


We are offering this assort- 
ment of five different 
clever subjects for $1.00. 
You will have 
your dollar go some to get a better 


bargain. 


Just fill your name and address in 
the coupon below, pin a bill, money 





excellent 



































“ ~~ 
“A _—— 
. 

‘ 























order or stamps to it and upon receipt i 


of same we will forward to you, post- 
age paid, the complete assortment. 


| Judge Art Print Department, 


225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City 


Please send me the assortment of five Soldier 
| art prints, for which I enclose $1.00, 


N Lire 


Address 











VERYBODY admires an attractive picture. 
And here's an opportunity to get five attrac- 
tive pictures for an exceptionally low price. Judge 
readers all know what fine works of art adorned 
the front covers of ‘“The Happy Medium” during 
the past year, and so do many others. 
The five pictures here illustrated are 
all full color reproductions, are 
mounted on heavy mats, size 11 x 14 
inches, ready for framing, and make 
wall decorations for the 
home. 
room. bungalow or 


den,  club- 


Why not surprise 


home-coming 


soldier by decorat- 
ing his room. with 


some of these 
appropriate 
pictures! 
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Art Print Department, 


JUDGE 


The Happy Medium 


225 Fifth Avenue 


New York City 
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“But Att Micut Stitt Have Been Wett Hap We Nort Ruw Acinst TH’ QUESTION IV TH 


LOYALTY IV TH’ REPUBLIC IV PATAGONIA” 


Was Patagonia Neutral? 


By Exviis PARKER BuTLER 


Illustrations by Witrrep JONEs 


H’ REASON I kem t’ N’ York (said Mike 
Dugan) was an afterthought that occurred 
t’ me whin | was partly sober; for a camel 
can go sivin days widout dhrink, but thim 
three gintelmin—Billings, Roscommon an’ 
Rawson—was fr’m th’ dewy disthricts iv Chicago. 

“Dugan,” they says t’ me, “this municipality iv 
Washin’t’n, D. C., is that dhry th’ Desert iv Sahara 
is a pond beside iv it, and th’ chance is that if me an’ 
Roscommon an’ Billings don’t get a dhrink soon we'll 
catch fire from internal combustion. Take this cash 
an’ our suit-case an’ fetch a dozen quarts iv old Scotch 
fr’m Baltimore, but be wary, for if they catch ye 
they'll give ye sivin hundred years at hard labor, so 
strenyus is th’ law aginst th’ importation iv joy wather.”’ 

“Trust Dugan!” I says t’ thim. “I was born on 
th’ Isle iv Sthrategy in th’ midst iv th’ Lake iv Wisdom, 
and no waft can put annything over on Dugan. Good- 
bye, lads! Tomorry I will enther th’ door with a 
case full iv th’ grandest whiskey ye ever touched 
tongue to, even though th’ intire Saycrit Service iv 
th’ United Sthates is on me tracks.” 

“Come back by th’ trolly,” says Billings. “They 
say th’ embargo is not so strict upon it.” 

“Strict or not strict,” I says t’ him, “I will 
fool th’ embargo until it looks like thirty 
cints,”’ and I wint upon my way. 

Whin I arrived in Baltimore I had no 
throuble in obtainin’ by purchase twilve 
quart bottles iv th’ most glorious whiskey 
that iver wet a throat, but whin I sthepped 
upon th’ trolley car I found th’ embargo had 
tightened into a knot. 

““What have ye in th’ suit-case?”’ asks th’ 
conductor. 

“Twilve quart jars iv raspberry jam,” I 
says, “from grandma,’ I says, “t’ cousin Hattie. 





Maybe you raymimber that cousin Hattie marrid 
Long Sam Hogan,” I says, “that has but wan eye,” 
I says, “him havin’ lost the other in the ruckus wid 
Pathrick Casey that time whin 

“Open th’ suit-case,”’ says th’ conductor. “We'll 
have a look, an’ no talk from ye!” 

“Tt was a grand fight,” I says. Iwas th’ night 
befoor Christmas an’ Casey was pied whin up stheps 
proud Hogan an’ shoves him aside——”’ 

“Will ye open th’ suit-case or do I open it for ye?” 
asks th’ conductor. - 

“What street did ye say this was?”’ I says. ““Thank 
ye, here’s where I get-off.” 

Whin I was in th’ street I says t’ mesilf, “ Dugan, 
th’ time has come whin nawthin’ but sthrategy will 
win th’ day. Th’ plain an’ simple suit-case is no longer 
persona grata upon th’ electric car. Th’ crool eye iv 
suspicion is cast upon it. We will inter yon barroom 
and cogitate upon th’ situation.’”’ So I intered and 
cogitated, and whilst I was upon th’ third dhrink, 
two fine lads intered also and soon we were all but in 
tears over th’ croolty iv th’ timperance laws iv th’ 
Capital city iv America. Whin I come t’ think iv it 
I opine that some iv us wept copiously. 

“Copiously, but briefly, mind ye! for in no time 
at all th’ sthrategic mind iv me had solved 
th’ problim from th’ ground up. 

““Lads,” I says, “there are more ways 
than one iv trarspoortin’ joy t’ Washin’t’n. 
What do I see across th’ strate?” 

“As swell a skirt as I iver set eyes on,” 
says one lad. 

“Forget th’ feminine sex for a minute, 
if ye can,” I says, “‘and look beyant her 
into th’ shop windy. What see ye?”’ 

“A tuba and a dhrum,” says th’ lad. 
“A triangle and a pair iv cymbals. A loud 
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timbrel and wan 1Vv 
bazookuses 


ve push and pull 
whilst ve toot. A gs 


“Come on over,” I says 
Inta th’ case that was 
built t’ contain a Frinch 


hoorn I was able t’ stow away 


foor quart bottles, and inta 
th’ case that was built t’ 
yntain a fiddle I was able 


three more, and foor 
more wint nately inta_ th’ 
impty shell iv a young drum, 
and wan I tucked inta me 
hip pocket, makin’ twilve in 


1 
all 


t stow 


“Come, lads,”’ I says t’ me 
two frinds, twill do ye no 
harm t’ journey t’ Washin’t’n 
with me, and for th’ love iv 
Mike raymimber, come what 
may, ye are a portion iv th’ 
Marine Band proceedin’ t’ 
th’ Capital t’ discoorse swate 
music. Attintion all! T’ th’ right obleek, march!”’ 

All wint well. We enthered th’ car for Washin’t’n 
and sated oursilv es demurely, as good bandsmin should, 
and th’ battle wud have been won had th’ conductor 
not spied th’ bottle in me hip pocket, where me coat 
had climbed over it like a Rocky Mountain goat 
attimptin t’ climb t’ me neck. 

“That’s conthraband,” he “No whiskey 
can inter Washin’t’n. Ye'll have t’ get rid iv it imme- 
jitly. 
“And how?” I 
“*How is nothin’ t’ 


says. 


says. 


me,’ he says, so | removed th’ 


cork and we got rid iv it immejitly, as ordered. We all 
felt betther whin th’ weight was off our minds. Some 


v us sang a few verses joicely. 
th’ accompnimint on th’ case iv th 

‘Th’ Frinch hoorn for mine!” wan iv th’ 
lads. “I was raised on it. I can blow it like an angel 
iv Hivin.”’ 

“Lave be!” I says, “for I have a couple iv sonatas 
and a finale t’ hum over.” 

‘Lave nawthin’ be!” he says, and grabs th’ Frinch 
hoorn case from between “No wan can 
lick America! I c’n wallop th’ that will not 
sthand whin th’ Star-Spangled 
Banner is played on th’ 
Frinch hoorn.” 

Thereupon he opened th’ 
Frinch hoorn case and wan 

th’ bottles and played th’ 
ble anthem iv our native 


Others iv us played 
* drum. 


1 
oa yd 


me knees. 
man 


land upon th’ bottle, first 
removin’ th’ coork. 

‘Are ye a Boche,” he 
ays, “or are ye a pathriotic 
American, and if so why 


will ye lave me play th’ 
grand old tune alone?” 
“This wan tune on’y,” I 
says, and th’ full band played 
th’ nashn’l anthem. 
“And England!” says th’ 


Drawn by J. K. Bayans 
“Haven't 


“For goodness’ 








you finished dressing 
sake, John, don’t bother me! Didn't 
tell you an hour ago that I’d be ready in a minute?” 





lad. “Brave England! He’s a 
low hound who will not jine 
2, in th’ honoring iv our brave 
“x ally, th’ mistriss iv th’ seas. 
We will play th’ first ilivin 
verses iv God Save the King, 
omittin’ th’ sivinth and third 
verses.” 

“And bonny France,”’ 
th’ other lad, with 
“We'll play a couple iv inches 
out iv afresh bottle for th’ 
land that niver yielded.” 

“Enough!” said th’ con- 
ductor, whin we had played a 
quart or two iv th’ most 
liquid measures iv th’ Mar- 
seillaise. “Here’s where ye 
get off the car.” 

“But poor Belgium?” | 
“Are ye a German spy 
that ve offer us 
indignity just whin we are 
about t’ play th’ Belgium 
though what it may be I'll be danged 


says 
tears. 


says. 
in disguise 
band much more 


rn 


nashn’l air, 
if | know?” 

“I’m th’ boss iv this car,”” he says, 
Belgium or no Belgium.” 

It was alonely spot. Th’ three iv us clung together 
by th’ side iv th’ thrack and wept for poor Belgium. 
Her sorrows were many and there was little we could 
do for her, but what little we could do we did. We 
played an approximation t’ what might have been 
th’ Belgium nashn’l air—if it hadn’t been Th’ Wearin’ 
Iv Th’ Green—upon th’ Frinch hoorn, th’ fiddle and 
th’ drum. We wept for poor Belgium. Also for poor 
Italy. 

We wept for poor Italy, our brave ally, and played 
th’ Italyan nashn’l anthem, but a good part iv it was 
spilled whin I dhropped me bottle. Full sivin verses 
gurgled away whilst I was gettin’ me hand on it 

“Serbia!” says wan iv th’ lads. “Poor Serbia!” 

“Cursed be he who will not play a verse for poor 
Serbia, our brave ally!” says th’ other lad. “Come 
dhrink a verse t’ poor Serbia.” 

““And poor Portugal!” says th’ other lad. “Woe t’ 
th’ man who'll not anthem a verse iv dhrink t’ brave 


Portugal 


“and off ye go, 


“And poor Siam! Who 
wud not verse a dhrink iv 
anthem t’ brave ally Siam? 

** And Japan? We'll all 
stand up and Japan a dhrink 
iv verse t’ our brave ally 
Anthem.” 

Unforthnitly that was th’ 
last we could honor standin’ 
up, so we sat down and 
versed a few Cubas iv an- 
them t’ our brave ally 
Dhrink. And then we allied 
a few anthems iv Greece to 
our brave dhrink iv Verse. 
We then Frinch hoorned 
7 a few honors t’ our brave 

allies Russi@ and Montenegro, 


yet, Marion?” 


j 

















Drawn by 
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emptied th’ dhrum case in ally iv our brave honors 
Monaco and Brazil. We then stharted upon th’ con- 
tints iv th’ fiddle case in wan iv th’ grandest out- 
bursts iv inthernational frindship th’ world has yet 
seen, doin’ honor t’ our brave allies Alaska and Chili 
and Iceland and th’ Straits iv Dover and Hoboken and 
Peru. Th’ utmost unanimity iv amity prevailed 
regardin’ th’ honor due t’ our brave allies iv Corea 
and Luxemburg and th’ Issmiss iv Panama, but there 
was some doubt as t’ th’ loyalty iv th’ Tropic iv Capri- 
corn and some iv us dhrank for and some against th’ 
Desert iv Saharah, but all might still have been well 
had we not run aginst th’ question iv th’ loyalty iv 
th’ Republic iv Patagonia, which some iv us said was 
Bolsheviki t’ th’ core and others said was a black- 
hearted autocracy. I maintained t’ th’ last that 
Patagonia was noothral. 

“Be calm,” I says. “Frinds, Romans, citizens, be 
calm!”’ but they wud not be calm. Wan was for and 
wan was aginst. “We'll put it t’ a vote,” I says, 
“but as for me I’m for th’ noothrality 
iv Patagonia t’ th’ last!” 

They voted six impty bottles 
aginst wan side iv me head “for” 
and six impty bottles aginst th’ 
other side iv me head “aginst,” 
but th’ felly that voted th’ Frinch 
hoorn case and th’ half brick 
carried th’ eliction by an over- 
whelmin’ majority, and whin I 
come t’ me sinses (said Mike 
Dugan) I come t’ New York, th’ 
great city bein’ farther from Pata- 
gonia than Washin’t’n is.” 


Better 
Commanding Officer—Rastus, here is 
your honorable discharge. You ought 
to be proud of it. 
Rastus—’Deed Ah am, Captain. 
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harged Ah was jes plain fired. won't hatch out! 


of he 
he Woman With Diamonds—Astonishing, I’m sure! How is that? 


P| 





, . es - ° The Hen—I believe I’m bunkered—been set- : 
Why, in civil life when Ah was dis- ting on those golf balls for a month and they No; 


Man with a Cap—Do you know my wife never mentions the virtue 
r first husband? 


M. W.A.C.—I'm him! 


The Absent-minded Man 
By Tom P. Morcan 
“ ABE STRADLIN is the absent-mindedest gent I ever 


met up with,” admitted Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “He’d lose his head if it wasn’t fastened 
on, and ’twouldn’t make much difference to him if he did. 
T’uther day he took a young dog\out in the timber to train it, 
leading the varmint along with a tow string and packing his 
gun on his shoulder. Bimeby he stopped at a spring to get a 
drink, and as there wasn’t a sapling handy he tied the dog to 
his gun, and laid down to lap up the water. About that time I 
came along with a couple of my dogs, and, nacher’l enough, 
they swarmed onto that dog of his’n. 

“Well, it was hooraw, boys, hooraw, for a spell, with them 
infernal dogs going over and under like pinwheels, and that 
there gun flying in the air and trailing on the ground, and me 
and Abe behind thick trees, hollering one thing and another to 
the world at large and expecting every minute the gun would 
shoot one of the dogs or us. Abe’s dog finally broke loose and 

tore out with the gun yanking along 

S behind and my dogs right after him. 
And out of the timber and up the road 

\ they went, like bats out of torment. 

“* Naming no names,’ says I, ‘some- 
body around yur has shore played 
thunder! Them dogs will get their 
selves shot or they'll shoot up somebody 
in the road, and then there'll be the 
dickens to pay!’ 

“* Aw, it hain’t as bad as it looks,’ 
says he. ‘I’ve just recollected that I 
didn’t load the—yaw-haw! haw!—gun 
before I started out.’” 


Easy Ore 
> Friend—How’s the mining scheme? 
Promoter—We took $50,000 out last 
month 
Friend—Out of the mine? 
Promoter out of the stock- 


holders. 
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Sex PsycHoLocy 


Mother—Oh, I’m so worried his teeth won’t grow in straight! 


Father—H'm, yes. But wouldn’t it be really awful if he doesn’t care for baseball! 


Ballade of Peace Days 


By Howarp Dietz 


[ET flow the sugar bowl! 
Restrict its use no more. 
Let fall the price of coal! 
And wheatless days, ignore! 
The Dove of Peace may soar 
Above the earthly sphere 
To show that, as of yore, 
The days of peace are here. 


Grim death has claimed its toll 
Of suffering and gore. 
We've read the Honor Roll, 


We've heard the cannon’s roar. 


We've seen the shrapnel pour 
Uncomfortably near. 

But that was all before. . . . 
The days of peace are here. 


Be now like Old King Cole— 
Let loose that hidden store 

Of merriment! Be droll, 
Despite the grief you bore! 
Life’s vein of richest ore 

Is found in Wit and Cheer. 
We've played the tragic score— 

The days of peace are here. 

L’ Envoi 

Judge, heed this faint encore. 
Make worry disappear. 

Forget about the war——! 

The days of peace are here. 





His Meagre Information 


x: ELL, the war in Europe is all 
over,” said a stranger who had 
penetrated into the far-back region of 


Arkansas. 

“War in Europe, 
hey?” returned the her- 
mit whom he had dis- 
covered sitting in the 
entrance of a comfortable 
cave. “Well, that’s the 
way a feller misses out on 
the news by living ’way 
off from the big road. 
Come to think, I did hear 
suthin’ a couple of years 
or so ago about ashooting 
scrape over there some’rs, 
but I never learnt none 
of the perticklers.”’ 


Dilemma 

American Officer (get- 
ting ready to return 
home)—Beatrice was al- 
ways so fond of Eau de 
Cologne; I'd like to take 
her some if I knew what 
to ask for in French. 


Or Even Fourth Ones 

If second thoughts are 
best, just think what 
third thoughts would be. 
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The Stenographer 
Has An Idle Moment 


OW is the time for all good 


men to come to the aid of the - 


party of the Country to the aid 
of the Country WSSWSSWSSS$$ 
SSH& 7@%%)/ & 7 S$$SS$SSSS_ I 
wish I had I wish he had we had a 
million one million 1,000,000,000,- 
000,000 dollars I do I do Gertrude 
Standish Gertrude Edwards Mrs. 
Gertrude Edwards Mrs. James 
B. Edwards Mrs. Jimmy Edwards 
Private James B. Edwards Ma- 
chine-gun Company 316 A. P. O. 
777, A. E. F., France sunny 
France Armistise Armictise 
Armistice Peace Jimmy dearest 
Mrs. Jimmy Edwards & */,°%@& 
# SS$SSESSSS 


No Compulsion 
YOU'RE not obliged to wear a 


grin, 
(Some people get along with- 
out it)— 


To be a Grouch is not a sin, 
So long as you are nice about it. 


Too Highbrow 


“There,” grunted the movie magnate, 
thrusting at the subtitle writer a 
check for services to date, “that will 
teach you to try and spring words 
of more than two syllables upon our 
audiences.” 


The Pup—A fat lot of good I am as a watch-dog. I’ma 
darn sight more afraid than she is. 
























































and then marched 
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time they didn’t a band paraded by playing it. 
At dinner the children gave me my birthday 
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ht to eleven, until the parade start 
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TROUBLE 


Yesterday I stood from eig 


he orchestra played the SSB five times 


Now don’t claim you’re only half crazy. 


+ 
re 





CCG.’ ” 


At lunch 





“Why, I’m merely resting my feet. 


miles. 
Then I shopped in the afternoon and strap-hung all the way home in the subway. 


“Good Heavens, Emily! 








Orson Lowe. 





present, a musical chair—yes, the moment you sit on it the blessed thing starts the SSB, but I’m going to have it changed 


to ‘Missus in the 


nine 


FZ | It a 
> i) } ING 
3 ‘W | if 


HI nh 





| 


Drawn by 









































READ Bit .ewis’ 
TELEGRAPH 
Also soa PRIMING AND 

LETTER weaving. 
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GAsseD TO A FINISH 
Claud Kitchin (to the submissive tax-payer)—Now then, 
yg i hustle on! Fill up this machine and don’t fail to pour 
n all you've got! 


The Old Ways: 


Y E’RE getting back to old-time ways, the cus- 
toms of the pre-war days—hast noticed, 
friend and brother? Until the recent war 
was done we stood around and cussed the 

Hun, and now we cuss each other. 

When foemen hammered at our door we got together, 
more and more, our little rows forgetting; we said, 
*‘We will together stand until we’ve saved our native 
land, on that you may be betting. We’re all Ameri- 
can “Hes we cried, “and we are out to get the hide of Bill, 
the Teuton leader; we'll give the Hun what he deserves, 
and show a line of fancy curves; just watch them, 
rentle reader.” 

The love feast of the recent past! Alas, it was too 

1 to last, and now that war is ended, we get back to 


ron?’ 


the old-time ways, and fuss around with neighbor jays, 
and many shirts are rended. 

The statesmen drop their smiles serene and think up 
scathing things and mean to say of t’other fellows; and 
language sulphurous or blue obscures the justly famous 
view whene’er they work their bellows. A few short 
weeks ago, ah, me! They strained their gaze across the 
sea, and longed for guns to shoulder; and now they’re 


at 


Referred 
VW ovie Magnate—Have you thought up a plot for the picture 
we've just finished filming? 
Director—No; Vl let the reviewers attend to that. 





by Walt Mason 


digging up old tricks, the stratagems of politics, and 
heave the brick and boulder. 

The merchant princes of our town now greet each 
other with a frown, no more their kind smiles dazzle; if 
one puts on a bargain sale, the other fellows will not fail 
to beat him to a frazzle. 

| hear the gossip of the dames; they’re taking up the 
old-time games, they’re busy mischief making; they 
say that Mrs. Spry’s too fat, and jump on Mrs. Gamble’s 
hat, and give her gown a raking. They say they’ve 
heard that Jabez Marr has got himself that fine new car 
by cheating his own mother; they’ve heard it said that 
Mrs. Gast has had three husbands in the past, and now 
she seeks another. 

And we who read the sporting page now find the 
ball fans in a rage, they call each other blighted; and 
just a while ago, by heck, there wasn’t any game on 
deck, o’er which to get excited. 

We're getting back to olden times, to old-time 
ways and old-time crimes, to wrangling and to 
yapping; but let your qualms and tremors cease 
we don’t enjoy the boon of peace unless we have our 


scrapping! 


Evening Things Up 
Mrs. Benham—Baby has swallowed some of your ink 
Benham—All right; I'll get even with him by filling the 
fountain pen with his milk. 
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A One Reel Feature — Chawls enters the realm of MYSTERY: 
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(Next week “Chawlie” goes hunting for hare and gets the 
as usual. Don’t miss it.) 














Periods 


By F. Grecory Hartswick 


ONSIDER the period. 
Periods used to represent full-stops. When 
a reader saw a period he knew that he had 
reached the end of the sentence—that it meant “End of 
the line—all change!”’ But periods are now used much 
as is the “fade-out” in the movies. By running a string 
of periods after a sentence, or even in the middle of one, 
effects can be produced which Brer Griffith never sur- 
passed. A story that ends with a short sentence men- 
tioning some perfectly innocuous phenomenon of Na- 
ture, followed by a string of periods, is the most ap- 
proved form of ending, happy or unhappy as the case 
may be. Thus: 


“Over the eastern hills the sun rose. 
“The stars came out one by one. 


(Some day I’m going to write a story in which the 
stars come out two by two, or in column of squads.) 


“Outside the rain was falling. 


You see? Stick a trailing cloud of periods on the tail 
of the most ordinary sentence, and it becomes the end 
of a magazine story. 

3ut there is yet another prominence to which the 
erstwhile humble period has sprung. It has made 
vorticist poetry possible. It is easy to write a vorticism 
if you watch your periods. Should the casual reader 
come across some such string of words as “‘Adumbrate 
Iphigenia horror horror horror,” he would naturally 
assume that he was in the presence of nothing more 
alarming than a statement received by Nickem & Du- 
pem as to the state of the visible supply of May wheat. 
But hold! What is this? Let us reverently read it: 
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Passton—An EMOTIONAL PASTEL 
By Ezra Ounce 
Adumbrate 
Iphigenia 
Horror, horror, horror..... 


And consider the period as a means of 
expressing the inexpressible. E. Glyn used 
asterisks: butasterisks arecrude. They are 
too big: besides no one ever gets over the 
sneaking impulse to look for a footnote. 
The period is infinitely more chaste, more 
deeply subtle. 

‘*He softly closed the door. 


‘Janet looked out on a world of whirling 
snowflakes. The air seemed full of little 
white birds that echoed the song in her 
heart.” 

And so on, and so on, and so on. You 
haven’t said anything that could possibly 
offend the U. S. Postal authorities, but look 
at the effect! It’s sure-fire six-edition 
stuff. 

Consider the period. . . 


His Talk Still More So 
Geraldine—Let us sit nearer the music. 
Gerald—But you said that song was the most 

tiresome thing you ever heard. 
Geraldine—But that was before you began 
talking. 
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“He Never Makes a Mistake, Because He 
Never Comes To a Decision” 


Dr. B. E. Fishent 
By H. W. Davis 


Portrait by Atpert LEVERING 


"| SMHAT busy, square-jawed prune over 
there fighting his way out of that heap 
of schedules, blue-prints, and bulletins 

is the great Dr. B. E. Fishent. He is a man of 
fifty-five or seventy years, most of which have 
been spent in being dead sure of things. He 
hasn’t got very far, for his passion for de- 
tails has kept down his advancement to two 
miles a year on the straightaway and to zero 
on the turns. 

Dr. Fishent has gone into everything so 
thoroughly that he knows more than all his 
superiors ever will know. That is largely 
what is the matter with him. Besides all 
that he knows, he has a hair-trigger judgment 
that works like a trial balance with an error 
of twenty-one cents, and a lot of foresight, 
like an adding machine. He never makes a 
mistake, because he never comes to a de- 
cision until the details are all in and the 
chances for doing anything worth while are 
disappearing round the bend. 

If he wants to find out how things are 
getting along in your department, old Dr. 
Fishent takes two or three weeks off and 
constructs a questionnaire. In this formid- 
able document he asks how many minutes 
a day you. devote to administration, how 
many to experimentation, and how many to 
dictation. He tries to find out the difference 
in efficiency between blue-eyed and brown- 
eyed office help, what kind of ink you use in 
your fountain pen, whether you prefer wire 
or wicker waste baskets, what you eat for 
lunch on Fridays, what form of recreation 
you indulge in, and the names and ages of 
your wife and children. 

The trouble with Dr. B. E. Fishent is 
that he won’t look for big things for fear that 
the little ones will get away from him. In- 
deed, it has been rumored that just before 


he passes away he will call in a 
delegation of undertakers for 
a symposium upon the dura- 
bility of the various, standard 
brands of coffin screws. If he 
gets the information he wants, 
he'll die happy; if he doesn’t, 
he won’t die. 


Missing 
Well, at any rate the German 
army was able to spend New Year’s 
day in the Fatherland—even though 
“father”’ was not present! 


What Caused the Break 

“Arthur,” murmured the sweet 
young thing as she pressed him to 
her, “cigars are nothing but a 
habit.” 

“Yes, and you’ve succeeded in 
breaking one of my habits,” Arthur 
moaned ruefully, as he fished the 
remains of a near-Havana from his 
vest pocket. 
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Advice Gratis 
Here is a piece of Good Advice 
I shall not charge a cent for: 
Don’t hire a bigger Hall of Fame 
Than you can pay the rent for. 


Twenty Per Cent. Increase 
Valuation 

“T feel,” said the statesman, “that 
J am gaining in popularity, in strength, 
with the people. Even today I have 
had evidence that a higher value is 
placed on me.” 

“ How is that?” asked Mrs. States 
man. 

“TI noticed, when I was down 
street, that the five-cent cigar bearing 
my name has been marked up to six 


cents.” 


Can Be Done 
“The spoken word—whv can re- 
capture it?” 
“T’ve had fellows make me take it 


back.” 


Friend Wife—If our boys Over There ’d been as poor shots as you, 


Silas, the war ’d be goin’ yet! 
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A Worp For CARTOONISTS 
HILE the world breathes easier, looking 
backward only that the forward look may 
be more hopeful and effective, giving 
credit to the many diverse yet united 
influences that have helped to win the 
war, and marshalling the same efficient forces to en- 
courage a peace which shall insure humanity for the 
future, it is fit that a word be said in praise of one class 
of loyal, willing and unselfish men whose efforts have been 
potent to interpret to the masses the wills and wishes 
of world leaders and make effective the measures that 
have triumphed. 

Jupce takes pride in saying this word for the car- 
toonists of the world, and particularly for the cartoonists 
of America. 

Employing wit, humor, satire, irony and an exem- 
plary enthusiasm with pen, pencil, brush and colors, 


THE 





your cartoons have illustrated or interpreted or exposed 
policy or purpose quicker and more effectively than the 
written word. You have been ready with the flash of 
humor or the touch of satire when that was the treat- 
ment required. You have my envy, because you must 
have such fine times doing your work, especially those 
of you to whom the gods have given the blessed gift of 
humor.” 

Jupce compliments the cartoonists upon this appre- 
ciation as well as upon their wonderful performance. 


JorrRE AND THE PoILu 
HEY elected him to the Academy—they made him 
one of the Immortals, which his deeds had done 
already. They hailed him “Victor of the 
Marne.”” But Joffre pointed to a blind soldier and said: 
“It is not I—it is the poilu!” 


This was not the modesty of a great man; it was the 


these artists have appealed to the public with insight of a great intellect. It was the poilu and our 
graphic power and to mo- ? men, and Britain’s and 
mentous effect. No body Italy’s, and the men of 
of devotees throughout ce Belgium. It was the sys- 
the war have more surely ; tem—it was the cause. 
led and molded public ele pa Free men fighting for free- 
opinion or more powerfully [DANGEROUS Tiny dom—that’s what won. 











impulsed to victory. CORNER i} Prussian militarism 
And their work has not GO SLow | was a pyramid every one 
been lost upon the armies cam MT of whose stones was put 
themselves. After com- there to crush the stones 
plimenting the cartoonists beneath, cemented  to- 
upon their influence out- gether to crush mankind. 
side, General Pershing in a The Ailied military estab- 
few words has paid them a lishment was a union of 
tribute which should be hands reaching down to 
perpetuated. “Speaking uplift, of heads looking up 
for the Army in France,” to respect, of hearts united 
he says, “I can assure you in a holy project. 
that you have made us alter- te The poilu did it! Be- 
nately serious and happy, ~ cause the cause was just. 
both of which are good for Drawn by A. B. Wauxer Because the system was 
Times without number. Tue Stower THE Tarcet, THE SURER THE SHOT right. 
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WET AND DRY 


Sincerity—“ Judge, all I ask of you is 
to temper justice with mercy.” 

“You say blind tiger whisky caused 
your downfall? 

“Yes, your honor.” 

“And you solemnly promise not to 
drink any more of that stuff?” 

Indeed I do, your honor. In fact, 
I’ve just sent a friend out to buy me a 
railroad ticket to the nearest wet town.” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Combinations— “What are your 
views on the subject of prohibition? 

“Well,” replied Uncle Bill Bottletop, 
“if you could regulate rum so as to limit 
the combination to good men and good 
licker there mightn’t be so much damage. 
But somehow the bad men and the bad 
licker always get together and spoil any 
little decent reputation alcohol ever did 
have.” —W ashington Star. 


He Was Right—Boozy Brennan (try- 
ing blarney)—It’s a foine day, yer honor. 
Judge—You are right, and the amount 
of yours will be $10.—Detroit Free 


Press. 


Still in the Ring—“ Is the agitation 
against prohibition in this town dead 
yet?” 

“No, indeed. Mr. Jagsby, our fore- 
most agitator, has been confined to his 
home with an acute attack of grippe for 
several weeks, but he lacks a great deal of 
being dead yet.’—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 

Interesting Experiences—‘ What are 
you reading there?” 

“A book entitled, ‘Recollections of a 
Dry Town.’” 

“Rather dull, I suspect?” 

“Not as dull as you might think. The 
subtitle is, ‘Some Bootleggers I Have 
Met.’”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Robin Ad-hair? 





Old Lady (to friend)—Who on earth is this 
Bob who’s been urging all the girls to cut 
their hair?—London Opinion. 


Nothing Doing—‘‘A newspaper re- 
porter wishes to see you, sir.”’ 

‘Did you tell him I was hoarse—could 
hardly speak?” 

“Yes, sir; but he said he would only 
ask questions which you could answer by 
a nod or a shake of the head.” 

‘Tell him I have a stiff neck.” —Boston 
Transcript. 


Squaring Accounts 





She—Doctor’s bills? Oh, my father’s a 
doctor, so I can be ill for nothing. 

He—My fathe rs a parson, so I can be good 
for not hing.—Sy. ney Bulletin. 






The Victim—A member of Congress 
from New England undertook to raise a 
sum of money for a charitable purpose, 
and, in order to collect as much money as 
possible, he wrote eloquent letters of 
appeal to his wealthiest constituents. 
From one of them he received the follow- 
ing heartbreaking reply: 

‘“‘T have your letter requesting a dona- 
tion for what you consider a very worthy 
cause. I flatter myself that I have a spirit 
of loyalty and generosity. I have con- 
tributed to each and every object that 
has been presented to me, but I have to 
decline helping your cause along for the 
following reasons: 

*“*T have been held up, held down, sand- 
bagged, walked on, sat on, rolled over, 
flattened out, and squeezed; first by the 
United States Government for the Fed- 
eral war tax, the excess profits tax, the 
Liberty Loan Bonds and the bonds 
matrimony; in New Jersey for the State 
tax, the highway tax, the income tax, 
the auto tax, school tax, cat tax, and 
syntax, and every society and organi- 
zation the inventive mind of man can 
invent to extract what you may or may 
not possess, from the Society of John the 
Baptist, the G. A. R., the women’s relief 
corps, the men’s relief, the stomach relief, 
the wifeless, the husbandless, the child- 
less, the conscienceless, the navy league, 
the Red Cross, the green cross, the double 
cross, and every other cross of all colors, 
and by the children’s home, the Dorcas 
society, and the hospital. 

“One of my mills burned down, the 
henhouse and board walk blew away and, 
because I will not sell all that I have to 
go beg, borrow, and steal, I have been 
cussed and discussed, boycotted, talked 
to and talked about, lied to and lied 
about, held up, hung up, robbed and 
nearly ruined, and the only reason I am 
clinging to life is to see whi it in h——is 
coming next.”—Munsey’s. 
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Victim of a Conspiracy 
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Frun—J ar car dui gar keoall? 
Mannen—Det ar logn!! 
Wife—Where were y« 
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Not an Objection—‘I wish to pur- 
chase a pet.” 

“What sort of a pet?” 

“Oh, any kind of an intelligent pet. 
Something for my wife.” 

“Well, sir, this dog can do anything 
but talk.” 

“I'll take him. That defect will never 


be noticed.””—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Sioux City News—Growling Bear (as 
Where you been 
gadabout now, Copperface? 

Mrs. Growling Bear—Why, my dear, I 
was one of the invited guests at Mrs. 
Bone-in-the-Head’s dog luncheon. 

Growling Bear (getting interested) 
How'd she cook the dog?—Buffalo Ex- 
press 


squaw arrives home 


Paging—A bellhop passed through the 
hall of the hotel, whistling loudly. 

“Young man,” said the manager, 
sternly, “you should know that it is 
against the rules of this hotel for an em- 
ployee to whistle while on duty.” 

“Tam not whistling, sir,” replied the boy, 
“I’m paging Mrs. Jones’ dog.” —Argonaut. 


Vem har sagt det? 
& 
u last night? 


Husband—lIt’s a lie! Who told you? 


Sondags Nisse (Stockholm 


Wouldn't Sit on It—James, the new 
butler, who would rather have died than 
disobey orders, was instructed by his 
mistress to bring everything into the 
drawing-room on a salver. 

A visitor called one day with a large 
and ferocious-looking Newfoundland dog, 
which he left outside. When the visitor 
was about to go, however, his hostess 
wished to see the dog, so she rang the 
bell and told the obsequious James to 
bring him in. 

Some minutes passed and James did 
not appear. But suddenly the sounds of 
angry growls, snarls, and barks were 
heard, so the bell was rung again. 

James entered, carrying the salver, but 
with a look of distress on his face 

‘Pardon me, madam,” he said, with a 
deferential cough, “but I could not in- 
dooce the hanimal to sit on the salver. 
"E knocked me down three times, and 
bit me something cruel. If the gentle- 
man wants ’im, ’e’s still outside, covered 
with mud.’’—London Tit-Bits. 


Nothing to Worry About—“ A dog is 
man’s devoted friend.” 

“He ought to be,”’ commented the 
man with an idle disposition. “If I 
had somebody to pay my taxes and 
provide my board and lodging, I'd 
feel mighty friendly myself.’-—W ashing- 
ton Star. 
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Original—“ My latest painting.” 

“IT never saw a sunset look like that.” 

“Well, what do you think I am—a 
mere copyist?’’—Pittsburgh Post. 





Progress—‘“‘When a girl she never 
could be made to hold her tongue.”’ 

“And now?” 

“Why, now she gets a thousand dollars 
a week for singing into a graphophone.” 
Florida Times-Union. 


Radical Departure—‘This press 
agent tells the palpitating public that his 
chorus will appear in ‘mysterious, fluffy 
things.’ ” 

“Well! Well! Is the stage headed for 
the opposite extreme?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“His statement suggests that the 
chorus might ‘wear’ a few clothes.” 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


His Grievance—‘ What is the mana- 
ger on the war path about?” 

“He claims the prima donna married 
again without consulting him.”’ 

“That strikes me as being a private 
matter in which he had no concern.” 

“You are wrong there. We understand 
he had her solemn assurance that he was 
next on her waiting list.” —Birmingham 
A ge-Herald. 


Precarious 














“’Ere, git off—op it. You’re shaking the 
whole building.” —Bystander (London). 


Head of the Line 





Dear Old Lady—Tell me, young man, have y 
which infest our streets and prey on soldiers? 
The Aussie—No, lady—you’re the first.—Sat 
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Nought 
solute zero in values.”’ 

““Ahem! Let me think.” 

“Well?” 

“Why not say, ‘ As worthless as an iron 
cross?’’’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


“T wish to express the ab- 


The Right Word—“ What is this man 
charged with?” 

“Carryin’ congealed weapons, yer 
honor.” 

“Carrying what?” 

“Congealed weapons. Hesoaked Mur- 
phy in the eve with a chunk of ice.” —New 
Haven Register. 


Alarmed Him — “Mamma,” said 
Archie coming in from out doors one 
frosty morning, “there’s something the 
matter with me. Please send for the doc- 
tor; I’m breathing fog.’—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Not the Sense—“ Chef means just the 
same as cook, don’t it, pa?” 

“Yes, Bobby, but don’t let our cook 
know it, or she'll demand $15 more a 
month!” —Browning’s Magazine. 


Ready for Planting—Charles—John, 
you're getting old, aren’t you? 

John—Aye, that Iam. If I live to the 
end o’ this month I’ll be a hoctergera- 
nium.—Christian Record. 


yu had any experience of these awful Jezebels 


urday Journal (London). 


Epicured—“ Father,”’ said the small 
boy, “‘what’s an epicure?” 

“An epicure, my son, is an extinct food 
waster.’ —Washington Star. 

An Alibi—‘“ About a year ago you pre 
dicted that the world would come to an 
end in twelve months.” 

“You saw that in the newspapers, no 
doubt,” replied the celebrated sooth- 
sayer. 

“T did.” 

“Tt was a typographical error. I said 
the world-war.’’—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Bolshevik 
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He Changed His Mind—‘I can’t eat 
this stuff.”’ 

“Never mind, dear, I have some fine 
recipes for making up left-overs.”’ 

“In that case I’ll eat it now.” —Louis 
ville Courier-Journal. 


Too Natural—“ You have a realistic 
picture to advertise your breakfast food.” 

“Almost too realistic. A goat came 
along and ate one right off the bill- 
board.”’—Kansas City Journal. 


In Retrospection—(Time, 1950; 
Place, historical museum.) 

First Visitor—And what is that large 
object that looks like a receptacle of some 
sort? 

Second Visitor—The attendant says it 
was called a garbage can. 

“For what was it used?” 

“In the early days people used to have 
so much waste food they had to throw a 
lot of it away, and these large cans were 
sometimes filled to overflowing with it.”’ 

“Impossible!””—Youngstown Telegram. 


On a Diet—“ Now, getting down to 
brass tacks,” continued the sideshow 
manager, “ why = 

“T daren’t,” interrupted the Human 
Ostrich, who had been ill. “The doctor 
says I mustn’t touch solid food for at 
least a week yet.”—Buffalo Express. 


Strategy 





b 
“Ou cours-tu?” 


“Tuer notre général avant qu’il ne se suicide.” 
“Where are you trying to go?” 





“To kill our general before he commits suicide.”—La Victoire (Paris). 
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One of the Gang 








BAD BREAKS 


High Jinks—“ Broomhill was a wave 
of color, and from wiInpOWS and ROOFS 
nursemaids promenaded with little Union 
Jacks floating from the baby carriages.” 

Yorkshire (Eng.) Telegraph. 


They Erupted—*“ Within a few min- 
utes of the news (of the Armistice) reach- 
ing Watlington Post Office the whole 
village came out with RED, WHITE AND 


Lynn News 


BLUE SPOTS.”’ 

Referred to ‘‘Disco’’—* Reliable man 
wanted for the BREAKING and repairing of 
Gramophones.” 


Addvt. 


Somerset (Eng.) Guerd 


In Darkest London—* Many small 
boys created great effect with costumes 
made of COLORED CHILDREN’S rag books.” 

London Daily Mail. 

The Sands of Time—* A showman on 
the sands was charged with neglecting a 
girl, aged thirteen, of whom he was the 
GRANDSON.”’—Cumberland Neu 
Superlative—‘‘ Those are the biggest 
aeroplanes in the world,’ said Mr. Hand 
ley Page ‘and now I'll show vou a 
BIGGER one.’”’—London Evening New 


An Esteemed Roller—‘ To the for 
mer we extend our best wishes for his safe 
return upon the termination of hospitali 
ties.””"—Heanor (Eng.) Observer. 

We beg respectfully to second those 
good wishes, even if the festive gentleman 
referred to “ won’t go home till morning’”’! 

Passing Show (London). 


under- 
It was 


A Village Cut-Up—” Mr 
went an operation on Thursday 
a TOP-HOLE ENTERTAINMENT.”’—Bucks 

Eng.) Advertiser. 


A Far Cry—“ The TEARS forced them 
selves between her Lips, closed in a reso- 
lute effort to hold them back i ¢ ardiff 


Wales) Evening Expre 


More Hun Frightfulness—* A revo- 
lution was effected at Bremen last Wed- 
nesday . the speeches ended with a 
demand for a German Social Democrat 
Republic subsequently all the pris- 


oners were OPENED Staffordshire (Eng.) 























Girls Will Be Boys—‘ Mr. George 

Grossmith sails for America to-day. <A 
a s 

merry party of BEAUTIFUL naval officers 


and GALLANT actresses danced him ‘ good 
bye’ on the Shaftsbury Stage the other 
evening.’’—London Daily Mir 

Prenatal Ingenuity—‘‘A _ clergy 
man’s mother died in Scotland, and was 
BURIED SOME YEARS BEFORE HE WAS 


BORN.’ —Northern Weekly Gazette 


Back of Beyond—* According to 
credible information, it is now known 
that BEHIND the Franco-British line the 
enemy had concentrated eighty divi- 
sions.’’—Pournemouth (Eng.) Daily Echo. 

A Filly Minion—* Mr. Moncur was 
third with a Frtty which looked as likely 
to make as good a STALLION as any in the 
class.— Dundee (Scot.) Advertiser. 











Choir Didn't Matter—The late Lord 
Alverstone’s love of music made him for 
many years a member of the choir at 
Kensington parish church. A good many 


curious folk went to see the unusual spec- 
tacle of an attorney-general in a surplice, 
but were not always able to identify him. 

One of these visitors asked the verger 
which of the choirmen was the attorney- 
general and received the dignified reply: 

“That’s the vicar, them’s the curates, 
I’m the verger, and so long as the choir 
gives satisfaction it’s not my business to 
inquire into the antecedents of any of 
"em.”’—London Chronicle. 


Had a Reason— Rear Admiral Samuel 
McGowan, paymaster of the Navy, said 
the other day: 

“Graft disappears from Army and 
Navy contracts with the disappearance 
of the grafting middleman. Of course, 
most middlemen are honest, but the 
grafting ones we warn off. 

“We take up the position of Smith, 
who cut an extract from his paper one 
morning. 

*** What are you cutting out?’ Smith’s 
partner asked. 

““*An item,’ he answered, ‘about a 
chap who secured a divorce because his 
wife went through his pockets.’ 

‘***What are you going to do with it?’ 

“*Put it in my pocket,’ said Smith.” 

Washington Star. 


Shakespeare Illustrated 





“Great men may jest with saints; ‘tis wit 
ce ! . - “4 
in them; but, in the less, foul profanation. 


Measure for Measure.—Sydney Bulletis 








Comparative Monotony 





YOUNG THINGS 


Dad’s Opinion—‘“ Four hundred dol- 











“Enfin, monsieur, voild trois heures que je 
tationne devant vos bureaux.” 

“Ou’est-ce que je dirai, moi qui suis derriére 
depuis 29 an 

“See here, I have been waiting three hours 
n front of thi ow.” 

“That’s n I have been behind it 
years!”"—La Baionnette 














“She seems to be the 
~ man of the family.” 


A New Angle 


“Ves. Some day I expect to hear of 
her buying an electric automobile for her 
husband.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Presto, Change!—‘“ Have you seen 
the lady candidate I told you to vote for?” 
demanded Mrs. Wombat. 


“Yes,” answered her husband, “and 
she’s a peach.” 
“Um! I guess we'll vote the other 


way.” —Loutsville Courier Journal. 


His Hour of Quiet—‘‘The after- 
dinner nap is my favorite hour of the en- 
tire Sunday.”’ 

“T thought you didn’t sleep after din- 
ner.” 

“T don’t, but my wife does.” 
Transcript. 


Boston 


A Man of Resource—“I thought your 
wife objec ted to your going to the club 
evenings.” 

“Oh, that was two years ago.” 

“Then she’s changed her views.” 

“No, I’ve changed my wife.’’—Detroit 
Free Press. 


Generally the Way—‘“He married 
money.” 
“Wasn’t there a woman attached to 
it?” 

“Too much attached to it, he found 
out later.” —Pearson’s Weekly. 


lars for furbelows? Why must daughter 
have all these frocks and ribbons and 
frills?” 

“Young Mr. Flubdub is beginning to 
pay her attentions.” 

“Hum. I know him. 
lot of bait for a poor fish.”’ 
Courier-Journal. 


An expensive 
Louisville 





Too Engaging—* What do you think 
of women in politics?” 

“Embarrassing,” answered Miss Cay- 
enne. “‘ You can’t be sure whether a bash 
ful man is going to propose to you or merely 
ask you for your vote.’ —W ashington Star. 


Lavish Spender—‘‘I see you a good 
deal with young Dubleigh.”’ 

“Ves, auntie.” 

“T hope you are not going to marry a 
spendthrift.”’ 

“Oh, no. I don’t think I’ll marry 
him. But it’s nice going around with 
one.” —Kansas City Journal. 


Mars vs. Mars 
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Les Martiens—Hé! la-bas! moins de pétard, 


5.0. pu! 


! ya des voisins. 


Inhabitants of Mars—Hey, down there! A little less racket, please. Show a little considera- 


tion for your neighbors!—La Victoire (Paris). 
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A Flivver There Was 


ae 
HERE is more r : 
; ae | 
drama t i | i\ it 
chat m a he alaiit rr 
- ) 
ru¢ ed I I a 4 4 a 
' | y 
sca tne ® NY jw 
7° 1 7 
‘ The lightest farce 
1 , 
g to whethe } 
Sa = = 
( yr not, a tragedy or 
h for somebo lr 


' : err : : 
Io the inexperienced girl who ha lg 
ree lines to speak because she is good-looking, “N 


or never! Io the seedy old plaver who Nas Deen given 


a bit because the star knew him in his prosperous da 
“Will this keep me employed all season or shall I be 
back at the peg Igor next week?” To the fatalist 





gar in the stuffy office upsta ‘What 
staked on this show?” 


chewing his ci 
will I get outo f the $12,000 I have 
To the author it means everything 

And more than sixty per cent. 
in New York fail. 

Usually the person in the audience can only guess at 
this drama-about-the-drama. But, 
of ““A Prince There Was”’ there occurrex 
picturesque, a situation with so much “ punch,” 
Broadway has been agog with it. 

Robert Hilliard, the well-known actor who ac 
enviable success through having his life wrecked by a 
“A Fool There Was,” as his vehicle 


} } } 


of the plays produced 


ly 


recently, 1 n the case 
“a0 
1 an episode so 


that all 
hiev ed 
vampire in selected 
rehearsal 
Cohan 
Come 


for this season a dramatization of #novel. In 
George M. Cohan, of 
You 


the piece proved flabby. 
& Harris and “Over There” & “V/hen 
3ack,”’ being called in for advice 
though a rival manager), under- 
took to rewrite the play, which he 
did with characteristic speed 
Accordingly “A Prince There 
Was” opened in New York—and 
flivve fe Hilliard wrestled with 
it only a few performances and 
then chucked it. That was Fri- 
day night. “Oh, very well,” said 
ee. or words to that effect; 
ight in the rights to the play 
a bargain, and at the matinee 
next t day appeared himself in the 
leading réle, in spite of the fact 
that he had not acted in a play in 
ten years or ever attempted any- 
thing but a snappy-youth part, 
and in spite of having his hands 
new productions that 
were under way. 
At any rate, he bluffed through 
the two Saturday performances, 
ok the night train to Baltimore, 
val rehearsed a new show for 
fifteen hours until 5 A.M. Mone pros 
i back on the job 


Marcia Stein 


Gay an - was ‘ ; Renée Bouquet, of Mo 
Prince There Was-ing in New giving commerciali 








Lawton Mackall 


By 





==) York Monda} night. Now 

he is packing the house. 
vir This episode in the career 
NIT, \ Mt ST of Broadway’s most pictur- 
JW KJ IULNO IU | esque personality is in it- 
ae self so interesting a comedy 
|| drama that the made-up 
Di “Pisces There Was” csome 
but a play within a play. As 
s hard to judge it dispassionately. You are 
tickled to see Cohan “get away with it” that 
Char Martin holds your sympathy whether he 

actually deserves it or not. 

In e fiction play this Marti h “has- 
been.” The son of a millionaire, things had alway 
been too easy for him, so that when he suddenly 
lost wife and child, he had no stamina to save him 


losing all interest in life and becoming an aim- 
\ friend, successful 
magazine, tells him his trouble is that he never “‘ bumped 


the bumps.” This thought sticks in his mind. Forsak- 


irom 


less dawdler. who is editor ot a 


ig his sumptuous quarters at the Plaza, he goes to a 
cheap boarding-house as “Mr. Prip and tries 
‘bumping the bumps.” ‘There he finds a struggling 
oung authoress, whom he “discovers” for the maga- 


y 

zine—only to “discover” in the end that she is a well- 
known writer in quest of story material. The upshot 
is that he acquires a half interest in the magazine anda 
matrimonial interest in the famous authoress and a tre- 
mendous interest in things in general. 

The last act crystallizes Cohan’s philosophy of Suc- 
cess Through Pep. Gone is Martin’s languorous dress- 

Wearing a trig business suit, he bursts into 
with the Cohan stride, arms swinging out like 
those of a hurdler clearing a 
dificult obstacle. The “strug- 

gling authoress”’ wears gorgeous 
furs, and she has brought with 
her the downtrodden child of the 
boarding-house, now all dolled up 
and hair-dressed. A poor lawyer 
is hastily awarded a post in 
Washington by long-distance tele- 
phone. Prosperity reigns. Want 
and suffering are abolished. 

The old-fashioned style of 
happy ending, where the lady, in 
a simple frock, pressed her cheek 
against the hero’s homespun 
lapel, was good enough for the 
impractical Victorian era, but 
today we want something more 
specifically reassuring. Plays like 
“Wallingford” and “Turn to the 
Right,”’ where in the last act the 
former hard-ups appear in dress 
suits, their shirt bosoms bulging 
with affluence, have given us a 
flair for Prosperity’s price marks. 

When Cohan’s characters suc- 
ceed, gosh! how they do succeed! 

And, for that matter, how he does! 


ing gown. 
1 7 
the ofhce 
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- What do you know 


**SomM!I 





From “‘Roaps or DeEsTINY’ 


about ladies’ feet! It’s a queer roulette wheel that 
“My father used to von’? work both wavs. Whee 
be a shoemaker.” Rose fads that her looser aceds 
“That’s nothing to money, she works the trick stop for 


brag about.” 

“But he worked his 
way upin the world and 
now he’s a milliner.” 


him at the expense of her boss, 

. 

causing considerable warmth 
for Alaska. 


Sy 


He and She Warblings fron 
“Ou! My Dear!” 
Life is lived by two and two, 
You want me and I want 
you. 
Nothing counts but youand I, 
If we parted I should die. 
For even a cabbage is lone- 
some 
When there’s no corned 
beef around. 
Shad roe finds life full of woe 
If there’s no bacon to be 
found.! 
And a poor fried egg will 
nearly pass away, 
If it sees no ham upon 
the breakfast tray. 


(Right 
From“ Turee Wise Foo ts” 


Amiable growls in a den of 
bachelors. 
“Doctor Osler had it right 
when he advocated chloroform- 
jpg all men over forty.” 
“Oh! Now vou’d chloro 
form us, would you?” 
“No, that’s not necessary, That is why, dear, I should 
because you're already dead.” feel awfully blue 
“Well, I'll be——” If they ever parted me 
“Yes, dead as mutton.” from you. 
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A Quick Fellow 


By Pvt. Cuances A. Srvnns, 13th Car., Troop M 
Ft. Ringgold, Texas 


“ DUD, in case a magazine should 
suddenly blow up, what would 

you do?” 
“Who, me? Why, I'd evidently | 
go up with the report immediately.” 


Wig-Wag Heroics 


By Pvr. lst Cu. Joun R. Suanre, Base Hospital 


No. 9, France 


Negro Soldier (to Corporal Sam 
Johnson, who is wearing the Border 


and Vera Cruz campaign rib- 
bons)—Sam, what am dem ribbons 
fo’? 


Corpl. Johnson—Well, sah, Ah 
don’t jes’ know fo’ sho’, but dey 
tells me dat dis un is fo’ gittin’ 
into Mexico an’ dis un fo’ gittin’ 
out. 


A Kind Shipmate 


Hampton Roads, Va 
Lend 


By Howaan Dietz, Naval Operating Base, 
Jack—I got a lot of clothes unmarked. 
me your stencil, will you? 
Tar—Sure, help yourself. 











Drawn by Sar. W. C. Baiouam, Casual Bn., Camp Raritan, 
Metuchen, N. J. 


2nd Lieutenant—Don’t you know those buckets 
are to be used only in case of fire? 


Private—Sir, that’s what I am using them for. 
I’m fixing the fire for the evening in our barracks. 


Topped 


By J.G. Tensets, U.S. N 
Taps had just sounded and several ham-and- 
eggers were priding themselves on the trips they 
had made. Bos’n Mate McNamara piped them 
§ down with, “ Aw, shut up! Wear my flat hat and 
§ you'll get seasick.”’ 
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Needed Chain Lightning 
By Corer. M. J. McKean, 808th Aero Squad- 
s. 


ron, U.S. . 

N ex-taxi driver flying cadet, 
after wrecking his machine ina 
| bad landing, was heard to say, as he 
crawled out of the débris: “If the 
darn old sky hack hadn’t skidded on 
| that cloud, I would have been all 

| right.” 


No Pull 
By Onan, Seaman Arvin J. Saver, Co. 6, U.S 
Coast Guard 
Doctor (to complaining rookie)— 
Why didn’t you come to me sooner 
if yo. knew you were sick last 
night ? 
Rookie—Honest, doctor, I tried 
| seven times last night to wake up 


domes 





DIscHARGED ! 


Power of Advertising 
By James A. Decxor, Elec. tat (1... U. 8S. N. 

Two gobs, on leave in a French port, met an 
old poilu veteran and immediately made heroic 
efforts to outdo each other in conversation with 
him. The first salvos failed and then came the 
following: 

First Gob (patting other on the back)—Bon 
ami. 


Second Gob—Say. bo, what yer tellin’ dis guy? 


“I’m tellin’ him vou’re my good friend. You 
know, ‘Bon ami.’” 
“Good friend, H——. You can’t fox me on 


’”? 


that stuff. That means ‘hasn’t scratched yet. 
A Matter of Attitude 


By Laevt. James R. Burcurievp, Co. FE, 113th Eng., A. E. F., 
rance 


Whispered into the ear of an American in 
France by his French friend: ‘“‘ We don’t like the 
English very much, for when they come over here 
they strut around like they owned the place, but 
you Americans walk around like you don’t give 
a darn who owns it.” 





This Week’s Best Soldier Joke 


Vain Enterprise 
By Conrr. H. M. Guews, U.S. M. C., 2nd Co., 
Paria Island, 8. C. 
Cort. Jones (returning from Y.M.C.A. 
pocket testament)—Pretty neat little book the Y 

puts out, ch? 

Corp. Irisp—Yeah, how much did they charge 
you for 14? 

“*Nothing.” 

“So they give ’em away?” 

5) Yeah.” 


“do 


Non Coms., 


with 


ye 


-, I swiped mine! 











the bugler to blow “sick call¢”’ but 
he wouldn’t do it. 


Scriptural 
By Parnicx F. Brown, U.S. N 
Sentry—Halt! Who goes there? 
Sailor—Moses. 
“ Advance and give the ten commandments.” 












A 
| o 
/ a 
VY 
t 


al 














Drawn by Wiui1am E. Parxer, Bugler U. 8. Naval Air Station 
Hampton Roads, Va. 


Tue Brrru or a Navy 


Not a Piker 
By Pvt. Vincent peP. CLausen, A E.} , France 

Sergeant (interviewing rookie)—What month 
were you born in? 

Rookie—I don’t know. 

Sergeant—Well, I’ll name the months and you 
tell me which one it was. January ... Feb- 
ruary . . . December? 

Rookie—I don’t think it was any of those. 
Name me a few more. 








January 25, 1919 
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Mustered Out 
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Drawn by Sat. W. ¢ 


Brich aM, ¢ esual Bn., Camp Raritay 
Metuchen, N. J. 


ain’t it great to be alive—I’m just 


“O boy 
skin’ ya.” 


A Wonderful Vision 


By Curtis C. Sanps, U. S. S. Powhatan 
NE of the lookouts on watch sighted a float- 
ing object bearing away about 310° and 


this is how he reported it: 





Rookie—On the bridge! 
Bridge—On the bridge. 
Rookie—Floating object, 310 degrees! 
Bridge—How far? 
Rookie—About 200 miles. 
Bridge—You have good eyesight; do you see 
New York? 
Cookery 
By Guen Exntc Witey, Chaplain, Base Hospital, Ft. Sam Houston, 
ez 
Rookie—Gee whiz! This is the rottenest place 


on earth for a camp. Why, it’s hot enough 
here to make a man roast to death in a few 
months. 
Sergeant—Aw, shut up, you. I’ve lived here 
all my life, and I’m not roasted yet. 
Rookie—No, but you’re mighty hard-boiled. 


A Concession to Propriety 

By Roy Temece House, ¥. M. C. A. Hdgrs., Ft 

\ man attempting to enlist in Oklahoma City 
disclosed on his forearm the tattooed figure of a 
scantily attired woman. 

“You can’t get into the army with that thing 
on your arm,” said the military policeman on 
duty. “That woman must have some more 
clothes on.” 

A few hours later the man reappeared and 
exhibited his arm again. Carefully tattooed 
about the woman’s body was a barrel. 


. Sill, Okla 
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Whoop! } 


By Pvr. Eow. Hotmes 
Norns, Ft. Oglethorpe,Ga, | 


Soldier—There | 
goes “The Call of NLIGHTENED 
the Wild.” EK clean teeth. T« 
"Nother One and business su 


What’s that? 


om - : nore than 68 yea 
‘The mess call!” For more than 68 | 

he = © Dr. Sheffhield’s Créme 
quisite and reasonable 


Dr. Sheffield’s Créme Den 
tripled we « 
edge and experience which 
improve the present forn 
theories of dental science. 


A rookie had been Ask y 
sent to the crow’s- pleasantly it cleanses the t 
nest with  instruc- 
tions to report all 
objects. Later while 
passing a few ships 
this ensued: 

Officer—Lookout? 

Lookout—Hello! 

— hat do you é 


Too Fanciful 


By Leo J. Scuwantz, U.S 
Sub-Chaser No. 4 


(CREME D 


ESTABLI 









Send 1oc in stamps for a 
medium-size tube, or 25c¢ 
for full size. Note how 
pleasantly and thoroughly 
this exquisite dentifrice 
does its work. ShefMfeld 
Dentifrice Company, 421 
Canal St., New York City 


see e 
mn ‘Ships and buoys 

and lots of things.” 
“Come down im- 

mediately.” 





The Pleasures of Life 


yuldn't use purer or better ingredients 


ur druggist for Dr. Sheffield’s Créme Dentifrice. 


DR-SHEF Hag 





Cotillionys 





always have recognized the health-value of 
-for social 
-for full 


people 
“lay they are more necessary than ever 


ccess—for personal health and efficiency- 


enjoyment of The Pleasures of Life. 


rs—since 1850—people have learned, through using 
Dentifrice, that a tooth paste may be efficient, ex 
in price. 


tifrice costs t 


urge tube If it a on e doubled m 
Nor can we, even with the knowl 
are ours as the oldest tooth paste mar rufa, acturers in America 
nula. In Dr. Sheffield’s are embodied the latest accepted 


mut 25c forala 


Note how thoroughly and 


eeth—what an agreeable aftertaste it leave 
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On Both Feet 
By Pvr. Lovts S. Consen, Camp Greene, N.C 
Soldier (to civilian)—Say, Harold, how did you 
stand in the draft? 
Harold—F latfooted. 


Train But No More Training 

















Drawn by_Pavut J. Hanson, U.S. 8. America. 


| Kitchen Police Stuff 
By Pvt. Jacon Horwecn, U.S. A 
O you know,” said a young lady to a 
soldier, “the boys ought to make good 
husbands after they get out of the army. They’ll 
know how to cook, wash, scrub, bake and be 
able to perform all household duties with great 
skill.” 





“Make good husbands?” answered the 
soldier. “You bet they will. They’ll be able 
to tell their wives how things ought to be 
done.” 

Mud 
By Pvt. Lawrence Minor Connouzy, Bat. A, 114th F. A., 
A. E. F., France 


I sometimes dream of an asphalt street 
And a concrete pavement where my feet 
Can click and scrape. And hanging high 
A corner arc-light greets the eye, 

A passing car with its clanging bell, 

And other signs that clearly tell 

Of a town that’s living and up-to-date, 
With railroad yards and a puffing freight; 
Or an auto horn and a motor’s pant 

Or a good square meal in a restaurant; 
Or a little girl with a smiling face 

In a summer frock of frills and lace, 

On a shady seat in the park some day, 
While the band concert is under way; 

Or a table green in a billiard hall, 

With a perfect cue and an ivory ball; 

Or an open fire and a story book, 

Or else a bunch in a quiet nook 

In a game of Black-Jack, pitch or stud— 





“A One-way Ticket Home, Piease!” 


Or anything else than Flanders Mud! 
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F or Your 
Amusement 


Eves. 8:20 


COHAN & HARRIS 2 Ws fori2 | 


COHAN @ HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Servi-e by Anthony & Paul Kelly 
With a notable cast including Emmett Corrigan & Vielet Heming 
Matinees Voednesday & Saturday 2:30. | 


ELTINGE [Mine Vesna 
UP IN MABEL’S ROOM 


With HAZEL DAWN, JOHN CUMBERLAND, Others 
REPUBLI Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. 8. 30. 


Matinees Wednesday & Saturday, at2 30 
A. H. WOODS presents 


FLORENCE REED 


in “ROADS OF DESTINY” 


By CHANNING poutocn | 





























Theatre, Wes 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 








A new play in «2 prolog''e and 4 acts. 
CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


fe HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE 
Everything’ for 10 musical comedies 





N.Y. Su 
Bane ats i 


“Enough of 
Matinees fF 2 

















HARRIS THEATRE 
you MATS. WED. & SAT. 2:30. 
spibrgs| SUPT MARES tts INFLUENCE ReLTAT At 
SPIRITS? —N. ¥. Eve. Telegram. 
The INVISIBLE FOE 





Evenin, e: 30. 


BOOTH “‘hiatinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:3 


cre Be Calm, Camilla 


HOPKINS 
PRESENTS 

B'way and 50th Street 
Evenings at 8:00. 


WINTER GARD 


AL JOLSON in SINBAD *2::= 











ASTOR oer genset, Ernie 515 | 
EAST IS WEST fritter 





CASINO Broadway and 39th Street. Fvenings 8:15. 
Matinees W @nesday and Saturday 2:15 


music. SOME TIME ,*3: 
MUSICAL E 
ROMANCE w Y N N| 





Motor Ade and Adders | 


PROMINENT. famous, great and world-renowned ctor of 
l-gitimate stage going abroad on most important en- 
gem t to tour leading cities for uplift of royalty, will sei! 
crt reasonable figure, considering the distinction its 
ssion will bring to purchaser William de Mignon 
imontmere, Nuttingham, New York 





PERFECTLY sweet violet-colored car with pink crepe de 

chine embroidery inside and a Tiffany flower vase, with 
ducky pockets in cue h side equipped with mirror, powder puff 
and everything, ‘or .ale because I want to get another on« 
Phone Riverside Two Million 





FINE latest model nineteen cylinder Whoosit with disappear- 

4 radiator, dual ignition, two extra whecls, including 
ste scented exhaust, demountable carburetor. Special, 
extra bargain. Must be seen to be appreciated. Rexum- 
Hott Sales Corp 





Cheap. Pete Smith, 4456786 


FOR SALE—Ford. Will run. 
2nd Ave. 


Broadway and Thereabouts 


Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 











the Shows in New York 
By L. M. 
=> eer ee 
BetrorHaL, THe—Shubert. Maeter- 
linck’s richly illustrated guide Ro- 


mance. 

Betrer ’O.te, Tue—Cort. 
and Old Bill downhearted? 

Bic Cuance, Toe—g8th Street. 
as a moral Turkish bath. 

Canary, Tuoe—Globe. Those lightfooted 
gentry, Doyle and Dixon, cavort during 
intermissions of Sanderson and Caw- 
thorn. 

Cappy Ricxs—Morosco. Sea yarns woven 
into a play. 

Crowpvep Hour, Tue—Selwyn. Though 
rudely jostled, Jane Cowl emerges 
safely from the subway of sin. 

Davpies—Lyceum. Belasco kiddies treat 
bachelors in a high-handed manner. 

Dear Brutus—Empire. Barrie gives 
misfits another try. 

East 1s West—Astor. 
ness in a fake Orient. 

EVERYTHING—H 1ppodrome. 
cheerfulness. 

Forever Arrer—Playhouse. Alice 
Brady and her captain go to much 
trouble to secure a love option on 
eternity. 

Frienpty Enemies—Hudson. German- 
America divided against itself. 

Girt Beuinp THe Gun, Toe— New Am- 
sterdam. Scrambled matrimony served 
with music. 

Giorianna—Liberty. Elcanor Painter as 
a widow in nerve only. 

InvisisLe Fog, Tur—Harris. 
a spook. 

Keep It To Yourserr—jogth Street. 
Indiscreet results of getting hypno- 
tized. 

Lapies First—Nora Bayes 


Are Bert, Alf 
No!! 


The war 


Fay Bainter coy- 


Expansive 


Saved by 


And Nora 


first of all. 

Licgutnin’—Gaiety. He’s a grand old 
fraud. 

Listen, Lester!—Knickerbocker. Sugar 
and spice and everything nice. 

Litrte Brotuer, THe—Belmont. <A 
rabbi—a Russian priest—blooie!—tol- 
erance. | 

Littte Journey, A—Little Pullman 


sentiment. 

Lirrie Simpiiciry—44th Street. 
of the cute. 

Mettinc or Motiy, Tue—Broadhurst. 
Pink romance in tights. 

Mipnicut Wuirt—Ceniury Grove. For 
the edification of knights of the round 
tables. 

Notuinc But Lies—Longacre. The art 
of conversation revived by Sir William 
Collier. 

Ou, My Dear!—Princess. 
icism with tinkles on. 
Opera Comigue—Park. Gilbert and Sul- 

livan gladsomeness. 


The lure 


Snappy cyn- 








JUDGE 


PorTMANTEAU Piays—Comedy. Dun- 
sany’s dooms and doings in Stuart 
Walker’s vest-pocket Hippodrome. 

Prince THuere Was, A—Cohan. When 
incog. meets incog. in a_ hilarious 
boarding house. 

RepempTion—Plymouth. John Barry- 
more in a picturesque slough of de- 
spond. 

RippLe: Woman, THe—Fulton. 
the beautiful choke model. 
Roaps or Destiny—Republic. Intimat- 
ing that old lady Kismet is apt to have 

her way. 

Sinspap—Winter Garden. Less of the 
Al Koran than of the Al Jolson. 

SLEEPING PartNers—Bijou. The flame 
of love curiously snuffed. 

SoMEBODY s SWEETHEART—Central. Musi- 
cal comedy with mantilla fixings. 

Some Time—Casino. Lassies and laughs. 

Tea FoR Tuoree—Maxine Elliott. <A 
sleek husband crisply roasted. 


Bertha, 


Turee Faces East—Cchan © Harris. 
Spy 4 la mode. 

Turee Wise Foo.rs—Criterion. It’s 
never too late to be sentimental. 

Ticer! Ticer!—Belasco. The beast 
pounces upon a model man. 

Tittie—Henry Miller. Charming Pa- 


tricia Collinge in a narrow setting of 
Pennsylvania Dutch. 

Up in Masev’s Room—Eltinge. John 
Cumberland intrudes. 

Freres Karamazov, Les—Vieux Colom- 
bier. Dostorevsky grimness at its 
startlingest. 

Voice or McConnett—Manhattan. 
Chauncey Olcott with his usual allot- 
ment of shamrocks, colleens, etc. 

Z1EGFELD Froiic—Cocoanut Grove. Two 
tired-business-man specials, starting at 
nine and eleven-thirty P.M. 


A Temporary Ambition 


By Mrs. H. E. Poynter 


’D like to be an orchid 
And live upon the air, 
While all this talk of rationing 
Is sounding everywhere. 


It would be so convenient; 
No need of servants then,— 
They all might do munition work 
Or marry soldier men. 


I'd like to be an orchid 
In Java or Peru, 

Where nature flourishes at will 
And gardeners are few. 


I'd like to be an orchid 
To bask on summer breeze, 
And be above devouring bread 
Or cake at parish teas. 


In fact, the more I think of it 
The more I feel and see 

The simple life the orchid leads 
Is just the life for me!— 
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Billets 


By Pvt. Cuester W. SHarer 
{mbulan 239, 310th Sanitary Train, 
A. E. F., Frar 
ILLETS are the daily reminders to men in 
the American Expeditionary Forces that 
be it ever so humble there is no plac e like 
a home in the Etats-Unis. They are the homes 
of our boys over there and are ferreted out by a 
billeting officer whose ideas of inconvenience 
are highly developed. By a civilian, billets 
would be called barns, sheds or buildings, but 
for the sake of uniformity and out of respect for 
the art of camouflage the military gives them 
the French title, which means “ ticket,’ and is 
consequently very satisfactory for those who 
joined the navy or some other highly combat 
ant branch of the recent war. 

What billets lack in heat they make up in 
frigidity and whatever they lost in cleanliness 
during American occupation will forever be a 
subject for thanksgiving among the natives. 
They are about as modern as a flint-lock rifle 
and, in the bulk, are full of straw and negotia 
ble by a ladder. With such billets, no provi 
sion is made for the jolly Yank filled with a rare 
vintage who falls to the ground below, other 
than the caption in the casualty lists—‘ Died 
of Other Causes.” 

A billet, back in the Safe and Sound areas, 
may be a school, a city hall, a gymnasium, a 
home or a shop. Up at the edge of the line 
they are sheds and barns or French barracks. 
Ahead of the line they are not. Rats in billets 
are big enough to carry sidearms and should 
have been drafted into service early in the war. 
French rats are playful. And a reposeful face 
always makes a good toboggan. 

A she-goat pen is invariably near or right 
inside the billet and many a strong-hearted 
American has laid awake nights wondering how 
he could apply for membership to the sorority. 
Horses and cows are also widely used to remind 
the soldier that he is not at 22nd and Broadway. 
Floors are of stone and there is the same mea- 
sure of pleasure sleeping on them as caressing 
a statue of the Venus de Milo. Another favorite 
sport is ducking under the blankets to escape 
the rain that drops through the roof and cursing 
the oversight in not having learned the 
Australian crawl. 

Billets for officers have high beds with huge 
feather mattresses for added warmth. These 
are occasionally seen when the mistress of the 
home who makes the bed and builds the fire in 
the grate inadvertently leaves a blind open. 
Up near the front billets are marked—15 Men 

2 Horses—1 Officer. That’s the scale of com- 
petition. Newton’s laws of motion were not 
considered. In a billet where French lice hold 
priority claims and the flippant cooties hurry 
to the big mass meeting as soon as the candle 
has been extinguished the bon soldat convinces 
himself very easily, that the world will never be 
entirely safe for Democracy. And then he 








wishes that his particular army had adopted the 
uniform of the Gold Dust Twins. 

Not long ago there was a five-room house 
in the village of Charmes-La-Cote (Charming 
Cootie) in France which was designated as a 
billet. 
by an old man, his wife, their daughter and her 
son as a living room. 
room that contained a wine press, a stall for an 
antiquated cheval, for a cow, and a small en 
closure for a zealous pig. 

In the rear, still on the ground floor, unless it 
is being moved by the rats at this writing, was a 
place for ten ducks, a pet fox and twenty-five 
rabbits. Upstairs there was a hayloft and one 
room which was occupied by fourteen Amex 
the personnel including a Finn, three 
Polish comrades, two Italians, a Canadian cook, 
an Irish corporal, a bugler, an Ojibwa Indian 
from Petoskey, Michigan, a Missourian and 
three Americans. 

One day the soldiers, the ducks, the cow, the 
pig, some of the rabbits and the boy were out 
front talking to the old lady and her daughter 
when the old man came up leading the cheval. 
{nd the old man stopped and straightened up 
and looked around and said: 

“Quelque famille.” 

And the soldiers said: 

“Qui, oui.” 

After which everything answered retreat. 


The main room downstairs was used 


Adjoining was a large 
g 


™ iidiers 


So It Goes 

‘Flubdub thought he’d teach his wife sys- 
tem. Gave her a check book and all that.” 

“Well, is he pleased with the result?” 

‘No, she immediately embarrassed him by 
buying a spool of thread and trying to 
bully the shopgirl into taking a check for 
four cents.” 


Married Life 
“Well, how’s married life?” 
“Oh, all right.” 
“Do you and your wife agree on things in 
general?” 
“Not entirely. 
outdoor sport.” 


She thinks smoking is an 


| 
| 





There’s a Surprise 
for You in 


WRTONA 


Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


THE SOFT DRINK WITH A SNAP TO IT. 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS Est. 1786 HUDSON, NN. Y, 


HOTEL BINGHAM--Philadelphia 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 
ARGE well lighted and comfortable rooms. Hotand cold 
running water in every room. Only hotel having direct 
Subway and Elevated connection with all railroad 
stations, ferries and department stores. Roof Garden. Club 
Breakfast. Special Luncheons. Rooms without bath, $1.50; 
with bath, $2.00 up. FRANK KIMGBLE, Manager. 
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U p-to-Date Grocers, No Government 


Druggists and Dealers. License Required 
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But 


By H. W. Dee i 


—s 





DO not care a tinker’s toot 
How women dress, 

Small difference it makes to me, 
I do confess; 

But when I see some bulky dame 
In tall white boots, 

I want to go out in the woods 
And live on roots. 


ee ee 


Indeed, I do not give a rap 
What women do, 

I care not that they drink and swear, 
Or smoke and chew; 

But when I hear some 
To give a toast, 

I want to groan one groan, and then— 
Become a ghost. 


‘ 


‘cutie’ try . 








ROMEIKE’S P®ESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
pon and periodical of importance in the United States and 

urope is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 





Drawn by A. B. Wacker 
We would suggest that all married or engaged army officers wear this insignia on their arms. It 
will protect them from much annoyance. 
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A famous 

Pied mom 

Red Cedar Chest is a most 

useful conomical and appro- 

priate « fe for Weseng or Birthday Direct 
E very home needs one Protects furs From 
woolen amd plumes from moths mace, Factory 
dust one. p Pays for itself in what it saves. to Home 
Your ch« i many beautiful designs sent on 15 days’ free trial. 


Don't delay Write now for catalog—all postpaid free to 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. Dept. 15, Statesville, N. C 












Do Our Boys Like Judge? 
Wow! 


icited letters from soldiers at home 
nd “Over There.” 
Fall in for JUDGE! 

The next largest rush to “Fall in for pay”’ 
is “Fall in for mail,” and next to letters from 
home comes JupGE. We all look forward 
to its arrival. And you can rest assured that 
it makes the rounds of the Battery before it 
disappears. 

PRIVATE JOHN L. 
C, 125th F. A., 


. , 
So mé unsol 


SPIELMACHER, Battery 
Fort Sill, Okla. 


Oo! 

To JupGce: Just ae note of best wishes to 
the Editor, and wishing he could see how eager 
the overseas patients in this Hospital are to 
get a copy of Jupce. It seems to cheer them 
more than any of the other papers. 

Georce W. Hamsy, Sgt. rst Cl., 
Med. Dept., Emb. Hos. Corps, Camp Stuart, Va. 


Cheer 


A Cinch 
Dear Sirs: Say, talk about magazines 
there isn’t one liked any better than JupcE, 
and I wouldn’t miss it if I had to lose my chow 
to get it. It is a cinch that if you want to get 
rid of the blues, you can just start in on JUDGE. 
PrivaTE R. J. Brown, No. 265, Co. W, 
Marine Barracks, Paris Island, S. C. 


Shredded Humor 


Dear Str: The boys over here sure do 
gobble Jupce from cover to cover. Being a 
New Yorker myself and accustomed to the 


New York magazines and papers it sure is a 
blessing when we can get hold of them, and by 
the time the rounds have been made in the 
company what was once a very clean and 
respectable copy of JupGE is nothing but a 
mass of shreds. 

Was. HrILurarp S. Warp, 


302 Ammunition Train, A. E. F., France. 




















Rely On Cuticura 


For or Skin Troubles 
drnasists: Soap B Ointment £0, Talcum 3 

















Women and War 























But the women of 1918 not only did that, but 
served too. 


When Johnny Came March- 


ing Home 
By Hersert S. Marsuvutz 


What He Made Up His Mind To Do: 


1. Take out every girl he knew. 
Buy all new civilian clothes. 
Arise very early every day. 
Shave each morning 

Keep up his French. 

6. Cut out the slang. 

7. Stay home three times a week. 


uw & Ww 


_— 
_— 


hat He 


1. Wore most of his old clothes. 

Stayed in bed till pulled out. 

3. Forgot his French. 

4. Kept up the slang. 

5. Shaved only on Saturday night. 

6. Took out Nellie every evening. 

7. Stayed home often—but at Nellie’s home. 


Actually Did: 


A Casualty 

Be seated, Herr Doppelkreuz. 
the Peace Delegate—Par- 
don, Herr Chairman, I seat myself with diffi- 
culty. I carelessly lighted a match on my 
paper pants with unhappy results. 


The Chairman 
Herr Doppelkreuz, 
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My Chauffeur 


By Frank FarrincTon 


H®§ lost the jack; he lost the pump; 
He even lost the “spare.”’ 
Everything loose, whatever its use, 
Disappeared, he couldn’t tell where 


The wrenches went the way of the rest, 
Till there wasn’t a tool in the bag. 

One day we stopped for the battery’d dropped, 
And we had to come home on the mag’. 


The carbureter slipped away 
While the auto quietly stood 

Beside the street with him in the seat, 
On the day he lost the hood. 


The radiator—wherever that went, 
He said he didn’t know. 

The windshield too took wings and flew 
When he let the fenders go. 


The top he lost in the dark at night 
rhe time the slip-covers went. 

And the motor, well, he couldn’t tell, 
But he thought it had been lent. 


The wheels, left in the garage at night, 
Were gone when morning came. 

The axles intact, the chassis, in fact, 
Went, too, but he wasn’t to blame. 


So, when I'd had this man a month, 
I needed him no more. 

All I could find, when he had resigned, 
Were nen-skid tracks on the floor. 


The Cut-Up 
Some theatrical joker has announced a fare- 
well tour of Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 


News Item 
The geese are going south. We did not get 
this from the society column. 








TABLETS 


FOR 
Grippe 
Cold 
in the 
Head 
Headaches 
Neuralgias 
Spanish Influenza 
Women’s Aches and Ills 
Rheumatic and Sciatic Pains 
Ask Your Druggist for A-K Tablets 
Sold in Convenient Pocket Packages 


Small Size Dozen Size 
10c 25c 
See Monogram MK on the Genuine 


The Antikamaia Remedy Company 
St. Louis, Mo. 








Fac-Simile 
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Tailed accel aM dib ins etna ee 5 eer NT RRA ANA MARRIOT “. 
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WITH the COLLEGE WITS | 
Irrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible j 


Suggested Jobs for Returning Soldiers 














' 
¢ 
Workinc IN Fatuer’s Orrice.—Record. 
Unlaundered 
“Carolina,” said Mrs. Brown, “have you 
seen Katherine's fiancé?”’ 
“No, ma’am; it hasn’t been 1n the wash yet.” 
—H idow. 
“Throw Out the Life Line” 
“You see, this rope guys the tent.” 
> “What about?’’—Lampoon. 


She Treats "Em Rough 


Upon the cinder path of love 
The athlete sought the victor’s sweet; 
But though with all his speed he strove, 
He burnt his feet. 


In olive drab complete bedight 

The soldier tried the victor’s part 
And in the rapid rapier fight 

She pierced his heart. 


The sailor lad, his heart athrill, 

Began the game with proud-pursed lip; 
He built his boat of dreams until 

She wrecked the ship. 


All scornful of this beaten band, 
The student thought to press his suit; 
But when he asked her for her hand, 
He got the boot.—Gargoyle. 





FOR THE SICK ROOM 
patronize Send flowers. They are just the thing to 


our local 
“flriat. brighten the sick room and cheer the sick. 


Your local florist, within a few hours, can deliver fresh lowers in any city or town in 
the United States and Canada through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery service. 


























Fun From Our Boys 
Good Things in Lemy aul Navy Publications 
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Tue Wortp He Foucut For 


By JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 





= Full color reproductions 
of this recent front cover 
illustration of JUDGE, 
mounted on a heavy mat, 
{| size 11x14, suitable for 
framing, are now ready 
for distribution. 


Send twenty-five cents, 
cash or stamps, for this at- 
tractive decoration which 
we will send postage free 
to any address. 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 























An Inventive Gob Watson, What Do You Make of This? 
(Overheard on the Main Station.) 
‘’Lo, Bill, howaryah?” 


“[M AFRAID “O. K. Whaddeyah ratin’?” 
“HA2C. Where you gawn?”’ 


co Se “G. S. K. to see a C. P. O. Where you 
To SICK BAY gawn?”’ : 
CHiere, MY STOMACH “>. B.” 
IS ALi UPSET, I'VE hat for?” 

“A. W. O. L. 
GOT A PAIN IN “Gee, you're S. O. L.” 
THE BACK, MY “What d’ya s’pose are my chances for a 
HEAD ACHES AND S.C.” 
"VE GOT A " 
Game LEG! 














“THe KITCHEN 
FoR YOURS 
THiS AFTERNOON 
Binks !” 























** 50-50.” 

“Guess I’m lucky it ain’t a G. C. M.” 
“Yeah.” 

"Guy." 

“S’long.””—Great Lakes Bulletin. 


udge 


The mission of this 
publication 1s to preach 
the gospel of cheerfulness 



















Copyright, 1919, by Leslie-Judge Company. 

ddress “Judgark,” Telephone 6632 Madison Square 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, 

Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 





SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
| 


= One year, 52 numbers - - - - - - - 85.00 

_— ’ — , Six months, or 26 numbers - --- 2.50 

But He Coutpn’r Pur Ir Over. Thirteen weeks - 1.00 
Great Lakes Recruit. Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 


or postal order. 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1918, 
10 cents: 1917, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 


A New Vocabulary 
With the returning gobs from Great Lakes all 
the country will receive a liberal education in 
navy slang. It will soon be nothing shocking 
to hear one magnificently gowned society 


matron remark to her hostess of the after- all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 
noon: JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts 
ee F = or drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 
Really, Mrs. Jones, I must ‘shove off. that purpose 


Marie may not have all of the ‘hammocks SS Ss 
lashed 4 properly and ‘chow ? will have to be pre- | Advertising Department Offices 








: s+ 3 7 ‘ 999 inswit i . N fork 
pared. Besides it is after ‘three bells. Walker Building y 
“** Pipe down,’ the hostess will reply. “‘Stand | Marquette Building Chicago 
’ ’ y > ’ , Pe dl . Henry Building Seattle 
by’ or you’re ‘No Soap’ with me.’’—Great acer : - Ries 
Lakes Bulletin, Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press 
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Drawn by H. Parmer 








Best of the New Phonograph Records 


Disco’ 


s SELECTIONS 





é 7 nd from Y 
” / ° 
Home ( f 
j 
HATIKVA Our Hope”). A G | 
Zimbalist Victor 87206 
720 
An her of the voice-and 
this well-known couple. This tir a Zior 
hymn which has the simple beauty and since 
Fe folk-tun Sn snes tt in BH 
Lov: NI orf Not ~ 
Morner, My Dear lrehart Sung \ 
Cmmon Pathé 22003 
Ty ng f sentiment 
n voice of ple ASIMs it 
O Sore Mio. (Di Capua Sung by Riccardo 
Stra if Columbia Viol 7 
This Ne litan street song, far ul ou 
Italy and Italian restaurants, rendered 
Stra iri with operat brilliar 
Orv Forks at Home Foster 
Massa’s tn THE Cotp, Cotp Grounp I 
sung b ) if Seagle and Columbia ot 
Quartet. Columbia dA6082 
Even the st sophisticated should have a place in 
f } 
their hearts-for these old Southern melodi 
sarest thiag we Americans have to folk-song 


Here they 
Sue Is Far 


thev 


should be 

From THe LANnp Lambert.)' 

FORGOTTEN (Cowles.) Sung by Colin O’More 
{eolian-Tocalion 22011 

O’More’s clear, never strained, never falsettoed 
tenor is one of the finest to be heard on rec: 
In the plaintive “She Is Far From the Land Where 
Her Brave Hero Sleeps” it is ularly appeal 
ng; and this appeal is enhanced by a pretty 
rchestral accompaniment 
are not yet de rgetting “Forgotten 
will delight in his rendering of it 

Soncs My Morner Taucur M: (Dvorak.) 
Sung by Hulda Lashanska. C ) 

Though alpl ibetic ally last 


' 


are sung just a 


f.] 


rd 

yrds 

parti 

T hose xcople wh 
peo} 


irous of f 


fumoia 





fs 
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A BABY BOND 


Here's a picture cople 

4 which are adorning th 
walls of many American 
homes It's just nother 


»opular front cover subject 


& Judge reproduced in 
ll color 

Mounted on a heavy dou 

ble, 11x 14, it is all ready 

for the frame ind make 


i most attract ‘ wall dex 

orat 

For twenty-fis ents, cash 

or stamps, we will mail a 
—— } copy to any addre 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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I exquisite Dvora 
reat pe tect Lashansk 
ia 12 ¢ ire bea and nderne 
Jucas 
ANDANTE CANTABILE, f Str Q Op. 1! 
Ischa wsk Played I St 
Q Victor 74575 
St ic, considered | any to bh 
, f } rhted b 
n i 1; yet the blending of f 
| j ized instr ent a combina 
wl h lends itself admirably to disk repro- 
We take pleasure in welcoming this 
while addition to the small list of such 
rds now available. 
\ Maria. (Bach-Gounod.) 
CTURNE IN E Frat. (Chopin.) ’Cello solos by 
Maurice Dambois. Aeolian-Vocalion 32007 
Eve 1ce Gounod ingeniously superimposed his 


vocal melody upon Bach’s clavichord prelude 
performe and transcribers have been busy 
with it. Dambois’ rendering of this ‘cello ver- 

ym of it is very pleasing. In the other tran- 


cription, however, he at the 


monotonous, 
Berceuse. (Chopin.) 
Ronpo Capriccioso 

by Josef Hofmann 


He re 


times verges on 


Me n le Issohn ) 


Columbia 46078. 


Piano sc rhe Ss 


a Chopin composition is played on the in- 


strument for which it was written, and loses 
nothing thereby. Hofmann plays this lovely 
lullaby, with its lace-like ornamentation, with 


charming delicacy; and he 


ing rondo perhaps even more 
things considered, this is an 


record 


the gallop- 
brilliantly. All 
unusually fine piano 


does 





FRUHLINGSRAUSCHEN. (Sin 
Firtra Mazurka 1x A. (Godard 
Rud Iph Ganz Pathe 59003 


Piano solos by 


Frihlingsrauschen has long been sentimentalized 
ing ladies said to be “taking piano.” 
Consequently it is a relief to hear Ganz interpret 


he much maligned “ Rustle of Spring” as s 
ng boisterous and fawn-like. Godard’ 
s also bright and nrul 


piece dare t » be 


Heyre Kat Hubav 


yme- 





mazurka 


nruly 1s as a salon 


Nocturno (Sarasate ) Vi I Max 
ian Pilzer {eolian-Vocal 46003 
Quite an cresting lin record. ‘I productior 
trong and true timbre e instrumen 
The Huba piece has Zips} fir After pa iges 
n quieter mood has a finale that fast and 
furiou und fraught with tec! t rk 
The nocturne, while fran x g a 
ert hall cla 


HuNGARIAN Dance No. 5, 1s G Minor. (Brahm 
Huncarian Dance No. 6, 1s D Major. (Brahms.) 

Philharmonic Orchestra of New York. Columbia 
12653 


r vt ry } r re f 
ng ythms hangs Oo 


tempo 


now slow 





JUDGE 








A Splendid Record 


Twelve months ago, with the March, 
1918, issue, MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE 
was enlarged to nearly double the 
size of the average magazine, and 
its price was doubled to 20c. 


Its new features have been its 
many pages of special articles and 
serious discussions, its wealth of 
illustrations and its high-grade 
fiction. 





During this period the cash display 
advertising has shown big and 
steady gains, running as high as 
70°°, and showing for the year a 
total 


27% Gain 


This record beats that of all other 
magazines for the same period 
war conditions causing losses instead 
of gains in most cases. 


In space the gain amounted to an 


Increase of 13,363 Lines 


Among the advertisers were many 
new and old faces, and this increased 
volume indicates an increased ap- 
preciation for 


MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE 


























again—make these Hungarian dances fascinating 
to follow. Conductor Stransky’s men play them 
with enthusiasm 





Romance. From Concerto No. 2. Wieniawski, 
Op 22.) lo by Toscha Seidel. Columbia 
49447- 


Seidel here violinist of 
pirece—yust 


s it ravish- 


demonstrates that he is a 
the highest order. It isn’t a stunt 
melody, sincere music. He play 





Disco gladly answers questions regarding phonographs 
and record makes. He will te 

have recorded 
mpanies have issued them 





ll you which 
vour favorite selections and 


Ask Di 


of all 
artist 

which «¢ 
lepartment, which ha 


new da 
sors ll b 


This 


much 


already aroused 


ra permanent feature in JuDG! 


“* Home Vaudeville.” 


intere 


Next Week 


Could Be Worse 
Oh, things are not so bad. 
They might be worse, some time. 
A nickel smoke may still be had, 
If you can spare a dime. 


eee ae = 
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“A Wonderful Bargain!—I’m Delighted!” 


| and that’s what you'll say, too, when you see 


THE AMERICAN UNIVERSITIES 
NEW UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY 


The Latest and Most Complete English Dictionary 


Contributing Staff From the Leading American Universities —Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, Pennsylvania, 
Cornell Assisted by Specialists From All Parts of the World 


Printed on INDIA PAPER 
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. 
Bound in 
hich enormously reduces weight and bulk as com y FULL 
pared with the old stvle Unabridge: Dictleassion 4 MER Pee Mf 2 
printed on ordinary book paper. Insiead of ‘ VA, RSS FILS) y MOROCCO 
% weighing sixteen pounds, the American Uni UNALB reps EL) Kh 


en 


versille Dictionar weighs onl) 7 374 4 FHAIC TION AR-Y {) 


‘ y : RATED : 3 
pounds Instead of being 6 inches thick, ith beautiful Grecian 
the American U niversitie Dictionar is order design and letter- 

ing in- gold. Specially — re- 


only 2 {-4 inches thick. Instead of re p : : 
inforced covers, with spring 


back and silk head and _ tail 
bands. 


uiring an unsightly book ene, the 
l merican l niversitte Dictiona 
can be andled with the ease ol 


a book of ordinary size. 


Full Gold Edges 


pages in this big vol- The Last Word in Elegance 
ume. 16 Full-Page f and Durability 
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